

The Tragedy o/Cymbeline. 


Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kiffing Titan; and forget 
Your labourlbme and dainty Trimmes,whcrcin 
You made great Iuno angiy. 

Imo* Naybebrecfe? 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. 

Pif Firft, make your fclfe but like one, 
Fore-thinking this. I hauc already fit 
(Tis in my Cloake-ba^ge) Doublet, Hat,Hofe,aIt 
That anfwer to them ; Would you in their feruing, 
(And with what imitation you car. borrow 
From youth of fuch a fcafon) 'fore Noble Lucius 
Prefent your felfe, defire his feruice : tell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, 
Jf that his head haue eare in Muficke, doubtlefle 
With toy he will imbraceyou : for hec's Honourable, 
And doubling that, mod holy. Your meancs abroad : 
You haue me rich, and I will neucr faile 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prytbce away, 
There's more to be confidcr'd : but wee'l cuen 
AH thct good time will giuc vs. This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, \ pryrhee. 

Pif Well Madam, we mu(i take a fhort fare well, 
Leaft being mift, I be fufpeded of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Heereisa boxe,lhad it from the Queenc, 
What's in*t is precious : I f you 3re fi eke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land , a Drammc of this 
Will driue away diftemper. To ionic fhade, 
And fit you toyour Manhood : may the Gods 
Dircft you to the beft. 

Imo* Amen : I thanke thee. Exeunt. 


Seem Ouinta. 


Enter Cymbrltne, pjteene, Clot en , Lucius > 
and Lords, 
Cym. Thus fatre.andfo fare well. 
Luc. ThankcSjRoyall Sir : 
My Emperor hath wrote, ! muft from hence, 
And im right forty, that I muft report ye 
My Mafters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subie&s (Sir) 
Will not endure his yoake ; and for our fclfe 
To (hew lefle Soucraignty then they, muft needs 
Appearc vn-Kinglike. 

Luc, So Sir : fdchveofyou 
A Conduct oucr Land , to Milford-Hauen. 
Madam, all ioy befall your Grace,and you. 

Cym. My Lords,you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honor, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Lucim. 
Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receiue it friendly : but from this time fonh 
I wcarc it as your Energy, 

Luc. Sir, the Eucnt 
s yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 
Cym. Lcaue not the worthy Lucius t good my Lords 
Till he haue croft the Seuern. Happincs. Exit Lucius &c 


On He goes hence frownin° ; ^7^717 — 

That we haue giuen him caufe. 8 h ° n ° Urs 

Clot. 'Tis all the better, 
Your valiant Britaines hauc their wifhes in it 
Cym. Luctus hath wrote already to t he Pm 
How it goes hecre. It Hts vs therefore ripely PCr ° r 
Our Chariots,and our Horfcmen be in readineffe 
The Powrcs that he already hath in Gallia * 
Will foone be drawne to head/rom whence L 
His warrc for Bnraine. ™ Cncchc <»cu Cs 

^u. * Tis not flecpy bufineflc, 
But muft be look'd too fpeedily,and ftrongjy 

Cym. Our cxpeftation that it would be thut 
Hath made vs forward. But my gentle Qt* C n^ 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not ap^ar'd 
Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tender^ 
The duty of the day. She Iooke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We haue noted it. Call her before vs, for % 
W e haue bcene too flight in fuffcrance. 

Qu. RoyallSir, 
Since the exile of P 'oftloumm ,moft retyr'd 
J Hath her life bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
Tis time muft do. BefeechyourMaiefty, 
Forbeare fharpe fpccchcs to her. Shec's a Lady 
So render of rebukes, that words are ftrokc; 
And ftrokes death to her* 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Cym. Where is fnc Sir ?How 
Can her contempt be anfwer 'd ? 

Mef. PleafeyouSir, 
Her Chambers are all locked, and there's no anfwer 
That will be giuen to'th'lowd of noife, we make. 

Qu. My Lord, when laft I went to vifither/ 
She pray \\ me to excufe her keeping dofe, 
Whereto coaftrain d by her infirmitie, 
She (hould that dutie leauc vnpaide to you 
Which dayly fhe was bound'to proffer : this 
She wifh'd me to make kno wne : but our great Court 
Made me toobUme in memory. 

Cym. Herdooreslock*d? 
Not ieeneof Iare? Grant Heaucns, tha: which I 
Feare,prouefa!fe. 

Qu. Sonne,] fay 3 fol!ow the King. 
Clot. That man of hers, r Ptfania % her old Seruant 
I haue not feme thefe two d3yes. Exit, 

jQu< Go, looke after : 
Pifamoy rhou that ftand'ft fo for Vofihumus* 
He hath a Druggc of mine : I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by (wallowing that. For he belceues 
It is a thing moii precious. But for her, 
Where is fhc gone ? Haply difpaire hath feiVd her : 
Or winged with feruour of her loue, (he's flownc 
To her defu'd Pofihumm : gone flic is, 
To death, or to difbonor, and rny end 
Can make good vfe of cither. Shee being downc, 
I haue the placing of the Brittifh Crowne. 

Enter Clot en. 
How now, my Sonne ? « 

Clot. Tiscertainefhcisfled; 
Go in and checre the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about hira. 

Jfyt* All the betters may 
This night fore-ftall him of thc^omcning day. Exit Qh> 
CU. I loue, and hate her : for ftie's Faire and Royall, 
And that (be hath all courtly parts more cxquifite 
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The Tragedie of Cjmbelme. 


?85 ! 


Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euery one 
The beftftie hath, and flieof all compounded 
Out-felles them all. I loue her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Fauours on 
The low PofthurvHJ, (landers fo her iudgement, 
That what's clfe rare, is choak'd • and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede, 
Johc reucng'd ^pon ber r For,when Fooles fhail— ^. 

Enter Ptfanh. 
Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah ? 
Come hither : Ah you precious pandar, Villainc, 
Where is thy Lady j» In a woid, orcllc 
Thou art flraighty^ay withthe Fiends. 

Pif. Oh, good my Lord. 

C/o. Whereas thy Lady ? 0-;by Iupiter, 
I wili not askcaga'me. Ciofe ViHaine, 
lie haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart ro findfc ii. Is flie with Poflbumu* ? 
From whofe fo many waights of balcneffe, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawne. 

pif. Alas,nay Lord, 
How can flic be with him ? When was fhc mifs'd ? 
Hc'isin-Rome. 

Clot. Where is fhc Sir? Come neercr: 
No farther halting : fatisfiemehbmc, 
What is become of her ? 

Pif Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

Clo. All-worthy Viilaine, 
Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once, 
At the next word ; no more of worthy Lord :; 
Spcake, or thy filencc on the inftant, i$ 
Thy condemnation, and thy death* 

Pif Then Sir: 
This Paper is the hiftorie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight, 

Clo. Let's fee't : I will parfue her 
Eucn to Atiguflta Throne. 

Pif Orthis,orperifh. 
She's farre enough, and what hclearnes by this, 
May proue his traucll, not her danger. 

po. Humh. 

Vif. He write to my Lord ftie's dead : Oh Imogen > 
Safe mayft thou wander, fafe tcturne agen. 
Clot. Sirra, is this Letter true ? 
Tif Sir,aslthtnke. 

Clot. Itisf^/iwwhandjlknow't. Sirtah, if thou 
would'ft not be a Villain, but do me true feruice: vnder. 
go thole I employments wherinl fhould haue cauie to vfe 
thee with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy foere I 
bidtheedotoperformeit, direftlyand truely, I would 
thinke theeanhoncftman : thou fliould'ft neither want 
mymcanesfor thyrclcefc, normy voyecfor thy prefer- 
ment. 

Pif Wel1 5 rny good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou fcruemec? For fince patiently and 
conftantly thou haft ftucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Beggcr Pofthumwy thou canft not in the courfe of grati- 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou lerue 

nice ? 

Pif Sir, I will. 

Clo. Giuemeethy band, hcere'smy purfe. Haft any 
of thy late Matters Garments in thy poffeflion? 

Pifin. I haue (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke lcaue of my Ladie & Mi- 
ftrefle. 

Ch. The firft feruice thou do'ft mee, fetch that Suite 


hither, let it be thy firft feruice, go# 

Pif I flhall my Lord. Exit. 
Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen : (I forgot to aske 
him one thing, ] le remcmbcr't anon: ) e^en there, thou 
viilaine Pofihumm will I kill thee. 1 would thefe Gar- 
ments were come. She faide vpon a time (the bitterncfi'e 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that fliee held the very 
Garment of Pofthumns^ in more refpeft, then my Noble 
andnaturall perion ; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe wil I ra- 
uifhhcr: firft kill him, and in her eyes; there flialKhefec 
my valour, which wil then be a torment to h:r contempt. 
He on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my Luft hath dined (which f as I 
fay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathcs that fhe fo 
prais'd:)to the Court lie knock her backe,foot her home 
againe. She hath defpis'd mee reioycingly, and He be* 
merry an my Reucnge. 

Enter Pifanio, 
Bethofc the Garments? 
Pif I,my Noble Lord. 

[lo. How long is't fince flie went to Milford-Hauen? 

Pif She can fcarfe be there yet. 

Clo. Bring rhisApparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecond thing that I hauc commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defignc. Be 
but dutious, and true preferment (hall tender it fclfe ro 
thee. My Reuenge is now at Milford, would I had wings 
to follow it. Come,and be true. Sxit 

Pif Thou bid ft me to my lofle :for true to thee, 
Were to prone ialfe, which 1 will neuer bee 
To him that is> moil true. To Milfoid go, 
And findc not hcr,whom thou purfueft. Flow,flow 
You Heauenly blerttngs on her : This Fooles fpeede 
Be croft with flowneffe ; Labour be his met Exit 


Scena Sexta, 


Enter Imogen done* 
Imo. I fee a mans Iif« is a tedious onc ? 
I hauc tyr'd my felfe .* and for two mghts together 
Haue made the ground my bed. I ihoulu be (icke, 
But thai, my rcfolution hclpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio (hew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a kennc. Oh loue, I thinke 
Foundations flyc the wretched : fuch I meane, 
Where they fliould bereleeu*d. Two Beggcrs told me, 
I could not miffe my way. Will pocre Folkcs lyc 
That haue Affli&ions on them,toowing 'tis 
A punifhment, or Triall ? Yes; ao wonder, 
When Rich-ones fcarfc tell true. To lapfc in Fulncfle 
Is forcr, then to lye for Neede : and Falflhood 
Is worfe in Kings, then Beggers. My dcerc Lord, 
Thou arc one o'th'falfe Ones : Now I thinke on thcCj 
My hunger's gone ; but eucn before, I was 
At point to finke, for Food. But what is this? 
Hccre is a path too't ; 'tis fome faujgc hold : 
I were beft not call ; I dare not call : yet Famine 
Ere clcanc it o're-throw Nature, makes ic valiant. 
Plentie,and Peace breeds Cowards • Hardncffc cucr 
Of Hardineffe is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ? 
If any thing that's ciaill, fpeakc : if fauage, 

Take, 


